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Tree of Life for the Phoenix nest, for the
passion that is exaltation and the negation
of the will, for the wings that are always
upon fire, set high that the forked branches
may keep it safe, yet low enough to be
out of the little wind-tossed boughs, the
quivering of the twigs.
THE PRAISE OF OLD WIVES' TALES
An art may become impersonal because
it has too much circumstance or too little,
because the world is too little or too much
with it, because it is too near the grqund
or too far up among the branches. I met
an old man out fishing a year ago, who
said to me, "Don Quixote and Odysseus
are always near to me " ; that is true for
me also, for even Hamlet and Lear and
Oedipus are more cloudy. No playwright
ever has made or ever will make a character
that will follow us out of the theatre as
Don Quixote follows us out of the book,1
for no playwright can be wholly episodical,
and when one constructs, bringing one's
characters into complicated relations with
one another, something impersonal comes
1 I had forgotten Falstaff, who is an episode in a chronicle
play.